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"Hey, you ok?" 
"Yeah. I'm alright” Gilby rolled to his side, away from Tommy. 


"Baby? If you're ok, why are you turning away?" Lying on his back, the drummer pulled an arm up to rest his 
head, studying the ceiling in the dark 


"I'm tired, T. That's all." 


Tommy turned his head and studied the back of Gilby's head. With his free hand, he reached over and raked 


his fingers through his lover's hair. 


"It was hard," he said, softly. 


"Yeah." Gilby's voice was soft and rough. 
"They're good kids. They'll land on their feet" 
"| know." 


Turning, Tommy curved his taller body against Gilby's back, wrapping an arm around the guitarists waist and 
he rested his head on his shoulder. 


"What if we made the wrong choice, T?" 

Tommy smirked. "We fire them and pick someone else. It's not like we're fuckin’ bonded for life to him." 
Gilby didn't respond. 

‘Hey’ 

"What?" 

"You know | wouldn't do that. | think we made the right choice." 

A breath chuffed out. "I hope so," Gilby whispered. 


"Baby!" Tommy leaned back and pulled the guitarist by the shoulder until he was on his back and they could 
look each other in the eye. "What's got you so fucking freaked? You're fucking Gilby Clarke, man!" 


"And you're Tommy Lee. You have your reputation’ 

"So do youl" 

Gilby shrugged and looked away. 

"What the fuck, baby?" Tommy rested his hand on Gilby's naked chest 

His lover just turned his back on Tommy again. "Let's just sleep. It'll be better tomorrow" 


"| don't want to sleep," Tommy whispered hotly into Gilby's ear, pushing the hair away. "| want to fuck until 


whatever it is that's eating you is gone." 
The guitarist shrugged Tommy away. "Just. Let me sleep, T!" 


"What the fuck," Tommy grumbled, rolling away and out of bed, stalking out of the room and slamming the 


door. 

Jason looked up from his magazine. "Trouble in paradise?" 

Tommy flipped him off, making the bassist laugh before he finished his coffee. "Don't you ever sleep?" 
Shrugging, Jason flipped a page. "Sometimes. G got his panties in a wad?" 

"Or something. | think he thinks we made the wrong choice." 

"If we did, we just fire them." 

"That's what | fucking said! Exactly what | fucking said" 


Jason laughed. "There's a reason the contract they all signed was thirty pages long, including that whole ‘let go 
without notice’ shit." 


"Exactly, dude!" Tommy walked to the fridge and pulled out a beer, twisting off the top as he sprawled on the 
couch across from the bassist. Once he was settled, the bottle was tipped up and half the beer disappeared in 
one loud gulp, followed by a deep and watery-sounding burp and a laugh. 

Jason shook his head, grinning. "Classy. 

‘tm walkin’ class, motherfucker!" 

"Don't | know it," the bassist replied dryly. 

"Ah, you want me and you know it" 

That made Jason laugh outright. "No, T. | really don't. | like to have a clean record when | go for my physical." 
"Oh, fuck you!" 

"| already told you no!" 

And both men laughed. 

Tommy rested his beer bottle on his chest. "Something was really eating him, Jay. | dunno what." 


Jason shrugged. "He'll tell you when he wants to. Gilby's not one for keeping things to himself" 


"That's true," Tommy said as he remembered a heated discussion they'd had in the studio that had resulted in 


his lover shoving him against the wall in a surprising show of strength, just to make his point that Tommy 


needed to shut the fuck up for five minutes while Gilby played through a riff he'd been trying to perfect. 


"That was fucking hot, man," he said, remembering the sex that'd followed after. 
"NO details, dude! How many times do | have to tell you?!" 

"As many times as I've taken those fuckin’ gloves away from you, Jay!" 

"You love my gloves." 

"Like | love dealing with Pam and Kid" 

"Doh!" Jason teased, tossing his magazine on the table and putting his feet up. 
"You wanna watch Gil and me." 

"Trust me that | don't." 

Tommy smiled broadly. "It's so fucking hot 

Waving his hand, Jason shook his head. "I'll take your word for it" 

"I've got pictures...” 
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Tommy brayed loudly. "Fuck, | love that" 

Jason shook his head, laughing. "You're such a good friend.” 

"Is it even possible for you two to shut the fuck up so | can sleep?!" 


Tommy and Jason turned to see Gilby standing in the hall way, hand on his hips, bare-chested, wearing pajama 
bottoms. 


‘Sorry, Gil” 

"Yeah, sorry, baby," Tommy said, patting the sofa in front of him. "Cmere." 

‘| just want to fucking sleep!" Gilby ran his hands through his hair. 

Jason's eyes narrowed as he studied his bandmate. "You want a shot? Might help you sleep." 


"No, | just-" 


Tommy levered himself to his feet and wrapped himself around the guitarist. "I can help you sleep" 
Jason leaned his head back and closed his eyes. 

Gilby closed his eyes and stood as still as he could. "T-" 

"You know how good | can make you feel," Tommy whispered into his ear. "So good, baby’ 

"| know, T. | know. Just not tonight, ok? Just let me sleep" 

"You gonna make me molest Jason?" 

"He is NOT going to make ANYONE molest Jason!" The bassist was quick to say. 

‘No, Im not," Gilby said wearily. "I just want to sleep and put an end to this day" 

"The day wasn't so bad," Jason noted. "We can finally finish the album 


"And get ready to tour. Rock and roll, baby," Tommy rumbled against Gilby's temple. "Sex, the occasional drug 


and the music." 

"Tommy," Gilby said, pulling away. "Don't you two doubt?" 

"No, Gil. We can fire him at anytime. It'll be ok" Jason said, daring to open his eyes. 
‘Listen to Jay, baby. It'll be ok" 

Taking a deep breath, the guitarist nodded, not saying a word. 

"Let me take you to bed?" 

Jason closed his eyes again as Gilby nodded. 

Tommy's smile was wolfish. "Night, Jay-Jay." 


The bassist waved, not opening his eyes until he was sure they were out of sight, then picking up his magazine 


agai n. 


Once the door to their room was shut again, Tommy led Gilby back to the bed and pushed him down, so that 
the guitarist bounced before landing on his back. "Lay back, baby. I'll make you forget your name." 


Gilby sniffed out a dry laugh through his nose before closing his eyes. 


Lacing his fingers under his lover's pants, Tommy slowly pulled them down and off. Gilby was only half-hard as 
he leaned back down and licked from root to tip, growling at the taste. Then he just did that, licking over and 
over until Gilby's cock was hard and his back was arched. 

"What's your name, baby?" Tommy climbed up his lover's body. 

“Tommy...” 

"That's my name, lover." 

Gilby laughed dazedly, his eyes glazed. “Don't stop now." 

"Oh, I'm never gonna stop, baby. Gonna take me, baby? Gonna take me all in?" 

Tommy-" 

"That's right, baby. That's right" Tommy licked his fingers and eased two of them in between Gilby's legs, 
twisting and loosening. Then he added a third, his lover arching off the bed, moaning. "That's right, baby. Open 
up for me. Let me in, baby. Let me all in" 

Getting his lover as loose as he could with his fingers, Tommy then slicked his cock and began the long process 
of easing it into Gilby's ass. An inch at a time, loosening, easing on and out before going a bit further. He looked 
up to see one of Gilby's hands in his hair, the other fisting the sheets. "So good, lover. So good" He leaned down 
to kiss, the guitarists moustache tickling as it always did. "Come on, baby. You can do it. You can take me. You 


can do it." 


Soon, his cock went deeper than his fingers had been able to loosen and he went more slowly. "Feel good, baby? 


Good?" 

Gilby nodded, his jaw muscles flexing 

"So tight, baby. Such a sweet ass 

"Fuuuuuck," Gilby rumbled "Why d'ya have to be so fucking huge?!" 

"The better to fuck you with, lover," Tommy laugh-groaned in reply. 

"Get with it then, TI Cmon!" The guitarist canted his hips 

A few more inches and Tommy let himself fall on top of Gilby, one arm coming up to support his weight on his 


elbow. "Motherfucker, baby. You feel so good! Fuck!" Reaching down to hold one of the smaller man's legs, he 


started to thrust, small movements at first as the muscles continued to loosen around him. 


"Ah, fuck," Gilby groaned as he was effectively pinned, his eyes screwed shut, breathing through his mouth. 
"Fuck!" 


"That's it, lover. All of me buried in you. Feels so fucking good!" Tommy's movements became more forceful, 


drawn out, more of his cock sliding out and pushing back in, causing the bed to jostle against the wall. 


They could hear a door slam on the other end of the house and Tommy laughed. "Jay's gonna jerk off thinking 
about us, baby!" 


"No, he's not," Gilby moaned out in reply as he reached down to cup Tommy's ass. "Fuck me! Hard!" 
Tommy's laugh got deeper and his movements more forceful still. "Such a slut for my cock, lover." 
Gilby didn't reply, only digging his fingers into the cheeks of Tommy's ass. 


The bed rocked against the wall harder, the springs of the box spring beginning to squeak with the force of 
each thrust. 


Pushing off, Tommy knelt, pulling Gilby up to him and kept thrusting and thrusting, his fingers whitening as he 


held on to his lover's legs. 
Gilby's hair fanned out around his head as he was pulled down and up, the head of Tommy's cock driving over 
his prostate with each thrust. He wrapped a hand around his cock and let the momentum of the thrusts drive 


his masturbation. 


Tommy's eyes squinted shut and he inhaled sharply through his wide-open mouth before his teeth clacked 
together and he growled and hissed. "Ah, motherfucker, baby. Gonna come so deep in you!" 


The only response he got was a high-pitched whine as Gilby came, spilling on his hand and stomach. 


"Fuck! Christ!" Feeling Gilby clench around him, Tommy hammered harder, over and over, driving his lover's 


prone and shaking form into the bed, before he yelled out as he came, powerful shudders wracking his frame. 
Then he fell forward, collapsing on top of the other man. 

For a long moment, the only sound in the room was heavy breathing. 

"What's your name, baby?" 

Gilby whispered his own name. 


"Fuck, I'll just have to it again. Gimme a few to recover, though." 


The guitarist shook his head. "No fucking way. | need to be able to sit in the studio tomorrow." 
Tommy laughed. "You feeling any better?" 

"Yeah." Gilby nodded. "Just major life decision crisis shit” 

"What?" Tommy lifted his head. "What the fuck are you talking about?" 

"We hired our singer, T. We can do this now. It's a big fucking deall!" 

"So, seriously. That was it the whole fucking time? Hiring Lukas was what had you worked up?" 


"| don't have the reputation you have, T. | can't really hop from band to band like you do and come out ok. This 
is a big deal," Gilby said softly. "This matters." 


Sliding out and resting on his side as he drew his lover to him, Tommy smiled. "Of course it matters, baby. You 
matter. You and Jay. I'm not leaving you guys. This matters, to me too. To the little shit too. That's why | said 
that if it doesn't work, we get someone else. Fuck, we'll call Stormy and have her step in" 

Gilby laughed softly. "She'd beat you within an inch of your life. You know that, right?" 

Tommy's grin turned wolfish. "But what a way to go, baby." 

"You're such a slut 

"You know it, baby. For you, ‘specially. And Storm. 

Gilby just shook his head. 

"It'll work out, lover," Tommy said, leaning over to nuzzle his cheek. 

Nodding again, Gilby rolled to climb out of bed. "Gotta clean up." 

"You alright?" 

"Yeah." 

"You sure?" 


"Yeah, T. l'm sure. Wipe yourself off so we can sleep." 


"Yes, mom.” Tommy laughed, reaching over for a kleenex to wipe his cock off as he heard the toilet flush and 


Gilby pad back to bed. 

As the guitarist climbed back under the covers, Tommy wrapped his longer frame around him. "Night, Gil" 
"Night, T" 

Tommy closed his eyes and quickly his breathing deepened 


Gilby stared out into the darkness. 


